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amiable face as though he had mislaid his
trousers. To him thus standing the pantry door
was flung open, and in the doorway stood Miss
Francie. Francie Forsyte was then aged twelve,
a dark-haired child with thin legs always out-
growing their integuments. Her Celtic-grey eyes
shone ominously.
6 You're not to go, Smith. I won't have it.
You couldn't help being drunk when the burglars
came.5
5 'Ush!   Miss   Francie,'   said   Smith,   * the
Master says I've got to.'
Francie put a hand into his.
' Dear Smith !'
Smith's round face grew almost long.
* It's my fault, Miss;  I was tipsy, there's no
denyinV
* But how could you tell the burglars were
coming ?s
fi I couldn't, Miss Francie, and that's a fact/
e Well, then!'
6 If I  'adn't been tipsy/  said  Smith with
sudden violence, 6 Ti 'ave given 'em what for !'
And he worked his arm up to the angle which
best displayed his formidable biceps.
' Oh ! Smith,' said Francie, c you are strong !
Feel; / haven't got any \ * And she angled her
arm, thin, like a stick. Then the thought coming
to her that soon there would be no Smith to show
her lack of muscle to, the water started into her
eyes.